WE GET TOGETHER

feet, bullet head. . . . Will the two, who are believed
io be philandering in the shadows, return home at once,
as their soup is getting dangerously cold ?f*
We hastened our steps.
A moment later we entered a pleasant parlour, to
find the others at table, discussing the vanguard of a
most promising meal. That we were received in
silence argued a healthy hunger which would not wait,
hut the wireless set in the corner was rendering The
Nutcracker Suite as though those making the music
were sitting outside the window, under the stars.
Two things struck me at once.
The first was that the garments which Berry was
wearing had been drawn from the slender wardrobe
which I had hoped would last me until the big baggage
arrived. The second was a telegram, lying by the side
of my plate,
" What, again ? " said I, picking it up.
The wire was from Susie Dones, and its message was
commeadably short. It was, in fact, oae word long.
Clicked,
Three days had gone by, and Berry and I were
seated by the side of the road some ten miles from
Hose. Below us, the domain of Loumy lay like a
billowing quilt, all gay green shot with silver, for the
sun was in all Ms state and, since it had rained like
fury the night before, the landscape was quick with
magic and summer seemed to be wearing the tabard of
spring. The house stood not in the midst, but at the
bead of the property and was a handsome chateau of
a coitsiderable size. It resembled no college of Oxford
that I haw seen, but it was broad and spacious and ai
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